When I had exhausted Salisbury's appetite for maps I went
to Tunbridge Wells, a town of mean cottages and mansions,
'and from the common.looked resentfully down on the rows of
great houses, with their parks and gardens. I alone was to
blame if I had squandered the money my wounds and service
in the war had earned me, if I had recklessly forfeited my
clerk's desk. But I had no money, a sharp appetite, no pros-
pects, and a detestable occupation. I hated wealthy Tunbridge
WeUs. t

Somehow, I earned thirty shillings one week, fifty shillings
the next, in one unforgettable week eight guineas. On
Saturdays I bicycled furiously round the countryside, racing
time to get one more order and justify a trip to town, and at
three o'clock in the afternoon I set my face Londonwards, rode
hard for four hours, arrived dripping with sweat just in time to
take a girl to the Military and Naval Tournament at Olympia.
Though the stars on my shoulder had waned I was under the
spell of the army and had buoyed myself up through an exhaust-
ing week with the thought of that Saturday dash to town and
Olympia. It was glorious. I loved the regimental marches and
the bravely stepping companies. Since then I have watched
military parades all over Europe, and like them less.

Soon after dawn on Monday morning I was on my way to
Tunbridge Wells again. I pedalled and peddled through the
summer. I rode up an endless drive to a great castle, rang at a
ponderous door which was opened by one footman for another
footman and a moment later was bowed politely out. I re-
mounted and rode with dignity down the drive, but found
afterwards that I had worn a large hole in the seat of my army
breeches, through which my shirt was waving like a banner,

I had shot my bolt. I was as thin as a rake, my energy spentK
and I knew I could not go on with this revolting struggle.

London had won again. I came back, answered advertise-
ments, dragged about the streets, ate a poached egg and drank
a cup of coffee occasionally, and after some time I $a& in a
cellar in Fleet Street, now typing letters for a travel agencabout
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